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Hoe my Fair ReantrRs will not be 


Je 


SEES prejudiced againſi this POEM, on 


77 97 6 AP vn? | £ A 2 : 
Account of its Title nor infer, that 
2 N FN $ .  7*a | 
the Author muſt needs Ty an Impu- 


as little Quarter to expect at their Hands, as they 
themſelves muſt expett at the Hands of the Criticks. 
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dent Fellow, from his daring to 
ound commit a Rape upon a Part of their 
Furniture, which ought to be. Sacred, before they 


= 
cant en ER 22 —— — ay =. 


; * 
- ' * 1 f 13 
£4. ye SOLD oven ern c aims ILSS 
- — 


4 — * D p en 8 
— r —— —— — -w — 


— _ — — 


2 — 5 RS © 8 - —_ * 
— — DAS 2 


w—_—_— 


Devi format 
Cd 1 


0 — 8 " 
8 — 72 „c 


2 
_ - 


. W - ry r 
PP Bow. , ASH 


But to ash a fair Queſtion, Why ſhould an Au- 
thor be at the Trouble of making any Apology for 
Writing upon a SMOCK, when the BEAUTIEVS of this 


Age look upon it as Want of Good Breeding, to 


Bluſh at a harmleſs Double Entendre ; and I have 
ſeen, a Eront-Box ſit ſo Unconcerned at the ſmut- 


tieſt Comtpy, that a Stranger would have been apt 


to queſtion, whether there were Oxx Natural Com- 


plexion among them AlL; and it may be imagined, 
that ſome Procurers of Renown (like Potentates, 


wwhen they are very. hard put. to it for Men) had 
Liſted all the Sex, from Sixteen to _ 


doubt not, however, but all Modeſt Females, 


Will eaſily excuſe me for the Deficiency in this Poem 


of obſcene Alluſions of any Kind, how relative ſoe- 


Der they may be to the Subjett : And 1 hope, at 


leaſt, if they will not permit the Smock to be the 
Foundation of the Bays, that I ſhall obtain a Par- 
don from the Generous Fairmn. 


I conclude, with requeſting the Publick, to excuſe 


: the firſt Attempt. of this. Kind I ever made; and 


ſence a Rape is Felony by the Law, all the Favour 
J beg, is, That whoſoever ſits as my Judge, will 


only wonchſafe not to try me by a Jury of Criticks. 
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les, Virgin's Saber, 1 87 the direful Cauſe 5 of 
ia of horrid Bloodſhed, and the Breach of Laws; 32 
= That Linnen-Veil, which pendant Ruffles grace, 


the Of Indian Muſlin, or of Flanders Lace; 
7- Wide ftretch'd, and falling down'in ne Hh a Plait, 
From the fair Boſom, to the ſnowy Feet ; 
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'uſe White as the Lilly, or the Skin it hides, 6 ; | 
an Where charming Nature ſhines, and Love reſides. | 


© © Tasson: ſings the Bucket, Por the Lock, 
8. My daring Muſe prefers the Rape of Smock. 
But Cx11a, CEL IA, here I ought to ask 
A'gracious Pardon for this impious Tack: nk | 
My beauteous Cxr1a, be not too ſevere, dl 
Thy Charms 1 Wee and my Senſe yeveres | - | 
.-- 5 e or- 


1 © The den 1 5 Smog... 


Forgive this T ale, fince Modeſty in vain, 3 
Would curb the Poet: 8 e and Hong reſtrain, 


e 7, 


It was OTE Tranſports c crown height, 
And Charms unſeen the ea eager Swains delight : 
When Lovers by the filent Minutes bleſt, ä 
FPatigu'd with Pleaſure, lay them down to Reſt: 

i Twas then bright CELIA, (never yet enjoy'd) _ 
On her PaiLEMON all her Thoughts employ'd ; d; 
The gay Part emo, full of Life and Air, 

| Who Pains unequall d took to gain che Fair, 
Dire Cogitations ſeiz d her troubled Breaſt, 
Diſtracted Looks confirm her want of Reſt; EW 
She fighs and moans, and ſtriyes the Flame to b, 
To curb her Paſſion, and her Fondneſs chide; 
Now by herſelf, ſhe thus at length confeſt, 
With Grief unfelt, but in A Lover 'S) ed... 


| $hould L in 5 my W * "on 
On dear PHILEMON,! and He faithleſs prove, 
What Pain to me, alas! might thence ariſe? | 
Perhaps the Youth my Charms might then aebi 

Tis poſſible; but yet I can't reſtrain 
There' s ſomething ſo engaging i in the — 2 
Him 1 muſt ove, and yenture his Diſdain, 
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 WhereCoxcombs and whereKnaves reſort inThrongs; 


Lim glitt ring Diamond no longer need. 
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Theſe Thoughts reyoly'd ſhe takes another View ; 
Of rich Ambroſio, her Lover too: 1 
Ambroſio, who to Inns of Courts belongs, _ 


He on the Nymph had caſt an Eye before, 

And much depended on his ſhining Store. 

CxL1a has various Conflicts in her Mind, 

To either Spark alternately inclin'd : 

And now a Conteſt great did ſoon commence 
Between the Charms of one, and t'other's Pence, 
But ſoon Philemon turn'd the doubtful Scale, 
And did o'er all his Rival's Wealth prevail, 
Thus ſhe broke forth ; ; PhLEMon, Thou art He, 
He only, who ſhall my Poſſeſſor . 
Henceforth, Ambroſh 7o, from my Preſence fly, 

mw dear ee, tis s for thee I ku 0 


mm 4 


1 his ſaid, fair Celia bated her lovely Breaft, 


Approach'd her Toilet, and herſelf undreſt: 


Firſt, the Gold Watch and Lockets are laid by, 
Thoſe great Allurements to a Lover $ Eye; * 
The decent Necklace is pall'd off with Care, . 
And Orient Pearls that grace the pretty Ear; 
Her taper Fingers now from Priſon freed, Or, 


9 


$5: - 5 mes 


10 The Rur R of the Suocx. 

That done, the Pinners are laid by with Care, 
Which to the Sight expoſe her Auborn Hair: 
Down to her Waiſt in careleſs curls it plays, 
And negligently flows. a thouſand Ways 10 

Part forward falls, her Iv'ry Front to ſhade, 


And Part hangs careleſs, on her Back diſplay'd; 


Some Locks diſorder'd, her white Breaſts conceal, 
But here, and there, a pleaſing Glance you ſteal. 
The Night- Dreſs covers now her lovely Head, 

And Mobs, which Ladies chuſe to wear in Bed: 


Mm She takes the Glaſs, and does her Form ſurvey, 


Nor thinks her Graces fewer than by Day. 

She then proceeds, takes off her Tiſue-Gown, 
And lets the ſpacious Petticoat fall down. 

The Stays that compaſs round her ſlender Waiſt, 


Which Kingsthemſelyes might wiſh tohaye embrac'd, 


Now leave her unconfin'd, and there unlac'd. 
Then Calla bending to pull off her Shoe, 
Expoſes; all the tempting Prize to view, 


Almoſt undreft, her Smock pull'd off the laft, 


Thinking no Lover near an Eye to caſt; 
But, ah! Philemon, in a luckleſs Ha 


By Stealth came up, and peep'd in thro' the Daf; 
That Door, thro' which his Eyes a Paſſage found} 


And ev r T ding he AN end his Wound. 
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Too much to view, w_ not enjoy the Fair: 


The Rays of the Suck. „ 
Thro' Crevice ſmall, with Joy his Bliſs reviews, ; } 
In Extaſie the pleaſing Sight purſues: = 
Her beauteous Face now unobſery'd, alas 1 
His Eye he fixes on another Place: 7 1 
He view'd her Breaſt; but lower, what was there ! 


* 


Philemon out of Patience grown at laſt, 

To ſee the Charm, and not the Pleaſure taſte, | 

Aſſails the Door, and by his youthful Might, 

An Entrance made to try his Fate that Night. 
Gelia, alarm'd at this untimely Noiſe, 8 Dll 

Slips on her Night-Shift, and exalts her Voice, 


Her Wrapping-Gown ſhe hudled on in haſte, - © 


And negligently threw it round her Waiſt. 
Now young PILEMON boldly yentures 11 
Fearleſs of Danger, and of Female Din, D 
Made his Advances to the beauteous Maid. 
And many fine and pleaſing T hings he ſaid. _—_ _ 
Celia, confus'd, lays by the Dreſs of Day,” 5 


Buy chance the\SMock expos'd and careleſs lay; 


Which bold Philemon ſeiz d, and kiſsd the Veil, 
Which ſtol'n from Celia, made the Nymphigrow pale. 


His Blood's on fire, and Love his Heart invades; If 
hoy fills his Boſom, Anger fills the Maid's, 


5 2 Whilſt ; 


12 The arg of the Sad 


Whilſt Celia in Confuſion ſenſeleſs lay, 

Of Speech depriv'd, at SMock thus forc'd away. 
But cer twas long, with Anger and Surprize, ; 
Her Viſage chang'd, ſhe darts her 1 8 Rye} A 
Her Wrath no longer able to conceal, 7 933 : 
| She thus 3 his officious Leal. 


| Dart thewnilt 8 take this ke | Coutfe T 
T' attempt thy Miſtreſs, and her Room to force? W 
On me thus boldly venture to mhh 54. Ct 
At this unſeemly Time, on Purpoſe Lewd ? A 
Be gone at my Command, avoid thy Fate N 
Obey, or be the Object of my Hate! R 
The Smock deliver, or you ſoon ſhall know, H 
I am no — but a deadly Foe. 
Then gay Philemon with ſubmiſſive Air, V 
In Accents ſoft, addreſs d the nne Fair; Tot A 
_ His ily Apology he thus begun : ng K B 
Why does my Dear her trueſt Lover n??? A 
| Have you forgot ſo ſoon? and can you ſee I 
My ardent Love, and not be touch'd like me? 8 
By all our Kiſſes, by our ſofter Nights, 1 
And walks Sweets * lngovent 6 Pelights; 4 1 
201 f 
By 


rſe 


Te Raps f the Suock. "a, 3 


: By all that's Sacred, by my Love, tis true, 


Tis Love alone has made me rude to you. 


Forgive my Raſhneſs, Deareſt, I implore, 
And you ſhall find your Phir. tranſgreſs no more. 


| 

The Lady ſtrait . 'T ci Erw Swain! : 
Is this the Way, thy Celia's Heart to gain? 
Think thou, that I, who like a Fortreſs ſtand,” 
With Virtue's Guard, and Honour's ſacred Band 
Can fall a Victim to thy treach'rous Hand? $ 
Ah! hope not thus my Virtue toallay, _ 
Nor vainly think that I ſhall fall thy Prey: 


Reſtore the Sock, then ſhall PHILEMON find, 
His Love ne and his Miſtreſs Kind. 


Theſe Words adds with a true Female Art, 


Made ſome Impreſſion on PEILEMON's Heart: 

A while he paus'd, as ſeeming to comply ; 9 

But then ſurvey'd it with a greedy Eye; 
And whilſt he tender'd back, held faſt the Prize; 'Y 


Like one that half conſents, and half denies: 


Surveying fondly, with a Lover's Air, | 
The Nymph, divided hetwixt Hope and Fear: 
Then ſtarting ſudden, out he ruſh'd at laſt, 


gd left her to reflect on what had paſt. | 
--\ TH EB 
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RAPE of the ck 
. "CANTO I : 


TO W had the [7 unbarr'd the Gates of Light 
And the ſad Nymph in ſorrow ſpent the Night; 


In. vain as down ſhe lay, the drowſy God 


Touth'd her ſoft Temples with his Leaden Rod : 
Reſtleſs ſhe roll'd, and ſometimes dropt a Tear ; 

No Muſe is able to expreſs her Care. 1 
She rung the Bell, and up her Naxcy came, by Y 


Nancy, the neareſt Fay'rite to the Dame: 
Haſte, hafte, ſhe cry d, and to AmBRo5to run, 
Bid him ſpeed hither with the Riſing Sun; 


Away the Damſel poſts, and hardly. . 
To take her Pattins or ber Riding-Hood. 7 
In Lincoln 's-Inn, ſhe finds the Youth i in Bed, 


| TAE ſnoring, and preſs d with Fumes of Red. ge 


&.+ 5: as 


r 


Told him her Errand: Up with ſpeed roſe he. 


For if there's Faith i in Man, thou may ſt belie ve, 


8k RapE of ;be bes” 75 
She wak'd Ambroſs 70 without more Delay, Gn 
Un-us'd to be diſturb'd by Break of Day; 


Dreſt, and went out, (O ſtrange !) without his Tea. 
To Caiia now the happy Youth approach'd: 

Some fay, he walk'd on Foot, ſome: ſay, was Coach d. 
But Oh! what Joy was his, by Nancy Ha: 

When he (unhop'd-for Bliſs I drew near the Pry 
Thusſpoke theNymph--canft thou, too faithful Swain, 
Forgive unhappy Celia's paſt Diſdain? 

And wilt thou, wilt thou, maugre all my Pride, 
Revenge my Cauſe, and lay thy Scorn aſide? _ -- 
Wrong'd by Philemon, to thy Arms I fly? 

O do not, do not then, thy Help deny. 
Retrieve the Sock, which he has baſely ſtole, 
And win, for ever win, my Virgin Soul. 

O doubt not, beauteous N ymph, the Swain reply 
My Sword's Succeſs, and Valour often try d: 


Vil loſe my Life, or elſe 85 Smack retrieye. 


4 "©" oY —_— — * 
1 : b 
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Then eager with his Lips ber Hand he all: 85 
And of his Rival fiercely goes in queſt! - 85 
PareMon ſtarts, to ſee AMBROSTO* wear, 0 


1 but ſtill a Stranger i is to Fear. D 
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The Rar E of the SMock. 
AERO 10 s Eyes with Rage and Anger glow, 
He meets his Rival like a deadly Foe. | 
Or pay me down thy forfeit Life, he cries, 

Or give me back, raſh Youth, the Linnen Prize Fs 
I mean, fair Celia's SMock, full well thou know'ſt; 
Of ſuch a Triumph make not now thy Boaſt, 

| Hence to Hyde-Park, and we will ſoon decide, 


Which beſt deſerves fair Cz114 for his Bride. 20 


PHILEMON anſwer'd, (not at all diſmay'd) 
Art thou turn'd Bully for the peerleſs Maid? 


Then do thy worſt; the S moch I'll not return; | 


Now on the Green the Combatants engage, | 
Inſpir'd alike, and fill'd with equal Rage: 


I, give it back ! no, it ſhall ſooner burn. 1 


Their Swords were of a Length, their Puſhes juſt, 


And as one Parry'd, t'other made a Thruſt: 


With Crimſon Blood the Field was dy'd around, 
And each recciv'd, and gave, full many a Wound 
Long was the Struggle, and each ſhow'd his Skill, 


No Riyals ever fought with better Will. 


At laſt PnILENMOR made a furious Paſs, 
And fretch'd AMBROSIO bleeding on the Graſs: 


5 Sore hurt and vanquiſh'd, on the Ground he ay, 
ren n his Sword, and ran away, 


r 


Ill, 


ord 


I was to blame to hazard either's Life: 


To Articles to bring th' ill-natur'd Boy: 


1 i * * | C 5 Swilte 


The Ra PE of the SMOCK. 17 
Lord of the SMocx,' and of his Conqueſt proud, 6 ; g 
Stole * whilſt t'other calls for _ aloud. 01 4A 8 


New Nom) hich day e round the e Ball 
In Celia's Ear proclaim'd AMBRos1o's Fall. | 
The Nymph unable to expreſs her Grief, 
Straight from her faithful Nancy ſought Relief: 
Ah! I'm undone, my deareſt Girl, ſhe faid; 
Perhaps Ambroſio's kill'd, Philemon fled ! 


Was then a SMock fit Argument for Strife ? 2 71 
Find out Philemon, if he's to be found, 

(For much I tremble for my Champion's Wound) 
Coax, flatter, lye; thy utmoſt Art employ, 


For ſince it is in vain to think of Force 

To gain my Shift, I'll take another Courſe. | 

Nor muſt that Trophy, which he owes to Theft, | 
Whate'er it coſts, in impious Hands be left, 
Some wicked Lye he may perhaps invent, | 
And boaſt he had the S MOC k with my Conſent: 
Of farther Favours none will make a- Doubt; 

And, ah! what Fables may not Folks ers vu 
Then ſpare no Labour to retrieve the pa s: 
For Cella s ruin'd, ſhould her Naxcx fail. 


18 The RAPE of FE SMocx. 
 Swifter than Lightning flew the nimble Maid, 
And to Philemon ſtrait a Viſit paid. 
(Philemon of his Conqueſt grown ſo proud, 

He could not help proclaiming it aloud.) 
Fair Nauen, quoth the Youth, what brings thee here? 
Why on thy Face does ſuch Concern appear? 

Has Celia ſent thee? For the Smack, IL ween TE 
And i is ſne for a Trifle fo Chagrin ? ? 

Why does ſhe envy me fo ſmall a Prize, 

And perſecute a Swain, who for her Dyes? 
"Twas but this Moment ſhe my Rival ſent, 
Who may his Errand now perhaps repent: 
Vonder I left him, bleeding on the Plain, 

2 Henceſorth he dra ws no Sword 1 in . — 


80 rake the Yaunh, and Nancy thus innate : 
My Miſtreſs muſt not, muft not be deny'd; 
Without Delay do you the Smock reſtore, 
Or be condemn'd to ſee her Face no more. 
A Veil ſo facred, thus to ſnatch away, 
Was in a Lover ſure the fouleſt Play. 
Nor would it be by half fo great a Sin, 


Had you in Streets a publick Felon been. 


Weigh but the Juſtice of my Lady's Cauſe: 
N 9 88 to ſteal a SMOCK 3 ; "tis Breach of Laws, 
i And 


|-- In 
L* 
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14 The r Smock will be no more detairfdt + * _— 
And a 


The Raes of the SMOCK. 1 
And if with Vigour ſhe purſues the Thing, 
At the next Seffoys you perhaps may oY 


Then carry on your Jeſt, if wiſe you be, 


No farther now, but ſend the Smock by me. 


Philemon paus'd at this, and mus'd a while, 
Whether he ſhould reſtore, or keep the Spoil: 
Plague on theſe Women, to himſelf ſaid he, | 
What if indeed ſhe ſhould in Earneſt be 


How far Revenge may puſh her on, who knows? | 


For anger'd Females are the worſt of Foes. 
Philemon is undone, beyond all doubt, 
If injur'd Celia takes a Warrant out: 


Tis better far, to make up the Diſpute, 


Than lie i in Newgate, or than Rand a Suit, 


well, 8 then he an; let's all be end, 
This very Night, the fatal Quarrel ends: 
In the mean while, bid Celia be at reſt, 
ll bying the Smock, and terminate the Jen 


Pleas d with the Nun the Dames yoruy away | 


To Celia, who in Bed impatient lay: 


Riſe, Madam, riſe! ſhecry'd, your Point is gant 


C2 


-20 De RaE of he SMock. 


PHILEMON, at my Threats, in Mortal Fright, 
Will without fail, the Trophy bring at Night. 
Then, Madam, haſte to Dreſs ; diſpel your Cares, 
And to reyenge you, put on al your Airs. 


Up got hs lovely Virgin in a trice, 

Reſolving to appear exactly Nice; 

At her Toilet ſhe puts on ey 1 Toy, 

That Ladies uſe, when eager to deſtroy. 

Three Hours by the Clock, (nay ſome ſay four) | 
She fate in poliſhing her Form all o'er, 

And culling Arrows from her fatal Store. 


But ah! when throughly dreſt from Top to Toe. 
How Charming did ſhe look, how Lovely ſhow !_ 
At play, or Birth-Night Ball, was never ſeen 
A Beauty ſo compleat, ſo gay, ſo clean. 

Of crimſon Sattin was her coſtly Gown, 

Her Petticoat was all embroider'd down; 

The Watch was TomrioNn's, with a Golden Chain, 
And her Pearl- Necklace of the fineſt Grain: 

Her Brilliant Ear-rings, which did Stars out-ſhine, 
Came not from Briſtol, but from th' Indian Mine: |; 
Her Shoes were Velvet, and her Stockings Silk; 

; Her Lace true Flanders, and as white as Milk. 


So 
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The Raps of the SMOCk. — IT 
So rigg'd at laſt along the Room ſhe moy'd, 

And in her Looking-Glaſs each Charm i improy 4: 
Scarce Hebe look'd ſo Blooming, Young, or Fair, 
Or 7 enus had when dreſs'd, a nobler Air: N 
For now on Miſchief ſne was fully bent, 

Againſt Philemon, had a dire Intent; 

To make him grie ve for putting her to Fan, 
And puniſh the raſh Youth with juft Diſdain. - 


'The Sun below th' Horizon was declin'd, 
And beauteous Celia now had lately Din'd; 
Philemon came to his Appointment true; | 
At whoſe Approach, the Seryants all NAT Hark 
Celia a while ſtood mute, then Silence broke; 
Looking demure, and REY as the ſpoke. 


Thou da Uſurper of a Maiden's Sarer, 
O tell me what could be thy impious Drift? 
So lewd an Action can admit no Plea ; 
J little could expect all this from Thee! 9 
Had you my Snuff-box, or my Fan purloin d. 
Or on my Gloves, or Mask, your Theft deſign'd; 
Or ſtole away, what's worſe, my Darling Shock, 
Or any Moycable, belides my Smock; 
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| But who can pardon fach a rude Offence? 


22 Th Rapx of 1 the $xt0cK. 
I could forgive, and with the Crime diſpenſe : "ts 


Fair Maid, he 1 finiſh the Diſt 
As for what's paſt, I'Il be for ever mute; 
And in no Coffee- Houſe will make my Boaſt, 
That of her SMock I once depriv'd a Toaſt. 
But ſince your Loyer with your Suit complies, 
You muſt be Kind, if he reſtores the Prize : 

Be mine Anon, the whole, the live-long Night, 
And bleſs thy Loyer's Arms with vaſt Delight. 
But leſs than that, no Motive can prevail, 

To make me tender back the n . | 


Celia confus'd, ſearce knew what to reply, = 
Look'd much ſurpriz'd, and downward caſt her Ey 
Will then no Terms but theſe ſuffice, ſaid ſhe? 
And muſt I for a SHIFT, your V. ickim be? 
Conditions much too hard, and too unjuſt ! 

Is then Philemon's Love all turn d to Luft? 
Yet, tho' till now, my Heart was like a Rock: 
III looner 00S than you ſhall Narr the 8 | 


In cher now, the ris Youth auer d, 
And in his Arms he folds, the beautcous Maid: 
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WELCH WEDDING. 
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By Mr. Haorear 


Hic 88 crit | Vigo. 


AF boaſted not of Learning much, or Arts, 


Nor Mutton priz'd, nor Academic Parts : 
He lov'd good Beef and Bacon, (Bards maintain) 


| Nor would he ſtarve his Guts to feed his Brain. 


Howe er to Honeſty and Labour bred, 
(Tho' ſome affirm that he could Write and Read) 
The Welchman thought it Time to take a Spouſe, 


To keep him clean, and waſh his Shirts and Houſe: 


With him, in conſtant Harmony, to move, 
And ever to repay him, Love for Love. 
On Joan at length he fix'd his wanton Eyes, 


Joan was a Widow'd Dame, both grave and wiſe; 


Her firſt Good Man had been in Heay'n a Year, 


T he World will have it, that She * ſent him there: 
But 


* Alluding to the Old Saying of=——— Cuckolds go to Heaven. 
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But What avails the World, and vain Report; - 
2 aff 18 reſolv d to — and to court l ' UNS "> 
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01 ' precious Queen, 1 love Thee more Oe Gold; 
r. || Tho! twas as much as both my Hands could hold; 
Thou better far, with all thy Bulk of Charms, 207% 
Canſt /oad-my Breaſt, and quite fil} full my Arms, 
. Thy Eyes, like Jack o Lanthorns, lead aſtray 
My wand'ring Hart, and hold me on the way :* | 
Their Light and Splendour from afar I ſee; wy * 
And over Hedge and Ditch muſt follow Thee: 
To Thee thro Bogs and ſwelling Rivers r 2 N 
Nor rapid Streams, nor roaring Waters 1 
For if bemir d, or ſons'd I be; my Joan 

Shall wipe away the Filth, and rub me down ; 58 5 


6 = 
a My tender Joan ſhall ring my dropping Hair, : 
uſe: And I will call; ber N n Dear. 102 HA 
80 Taff woo 4 the long-experienc'd Dame, 
To cool his Paſſion, and to quench his- Flame. 
. The Widow view'd the Lad from Head to — 1 
b Survey'd each Limb, and turn'd him thrice about. 
EN ; Well-built ſhe jaw him, ſturdy, brisk, and young, 


But * Ne to his Saen, not his 7 are. F e 
C ĩ les eV 3; Come 


& + 


20 The With. Wisi ant 

5 Come on, my jolly Boy, come on, ſhe ſaid,'' 
Since for the Nidau well you leave the Maid: 
The peeviſh Virgin, Men, with Labour, gain, 
And reap their interrupted Joys with 8 

Bat we, in Love's delightful Wars, are skill'd, 

: And, artful, can inftru@t our Heroes i in the Field. 


She ers BA Ga claſp'd his Body Soya 
But for th" Embrace her Arms too ſhort ſhe found ; 
He with the ſame Affection too would greet. 

His loying Joan, but could not make Hig meet. 
Unwieldy, true they were, and did deſpiſe 
Thin meager Folk, and Things of Fantom Size; 
More than. an Armfull each, but what of chat Ne 
'E hey had agreed to join their Fat to Fat. 
The Parſon in ſix Minutes made them One, 

And to the Cook! Kea with his Crown. E 


Now BETA Night Iervdes the Jen Day, 
And growing Darkneſs frights the Sun —_ 
Now Supper calls them to the cronded Board, 
And Meats, the beſt the Market could afford. 
Now, to be cary'd, fix ſmoking Chickens mY 
Who yeſter night untimely met their Fate, oy 
i their Maus, and furniſh ey 17 Plate. 
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The Welle Wi EDD rſs. 2-6 1 1 
Now furious! Tafy falls himſelf to Work, SY 
With Knife, like Scymitar, and fierce as Turk; A 
To Legs and Wings he helps each grateful Guck,. ö 
And wiſhes it, for Them, a better Feaſt. 
Each, in his T urn, his vaſt Profuſeneſs owns, | 


| Till, la lat of all, the Cheeſe the Table crowns. | L 


Hail, Soy 'raign pn Cheſs to to Theeour Lives we owe 4 
Tis Thou that doſt on Mortals Strength beſtow ! 1 
Who does not ty round Form with Pleaſure ſee, 1 
Ev'n Meats would load the Stomach, but for Thee? | 
'To Welchmen kind, O! never let the Mouſe | wn L 
Preſume in Thee to eat her out an Houſe : 1 
Oi let her never in thy Belly dwell, 

Till, by degrees, the has devonr'd her Cell. 

Ah! was it not, my Friends, for Madam Poſe, 8 
The greedy. Thing at laſt would eat up Us: ö 
"is Puſs then echo forth eternal Prado; 2 
Puſs s our Lives, and Ps dckerds 0 our Cheeſe [ 
Liepen now the mighty Jag appears, | 
Lifts up their Souls, and all their Boſoms chears, 
The Men, with Tubes extended, ſmoking Re. 
While the loud Females ſhow their Teeth and Wit, 


D 2 8 FP 92h, . ; 


28 The Welch. W x E D DIN =. 
Truly for them the Veſſel is too 3 
But to the Brim, the Earthen Bowls they charge 
Nor fail they in the oſt· repeated Rounds, 
14 ill from within the dient Belly ſounds, 
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Tas then the Jolly Bride 8 o Bed, 
By # whole Train of laughing Matrons led : 
Soon follow'd Taff, ſurrounded by his Friends, - 
And every one the myſtic Rite attends. 25 90 
| es fat upright, with a by her Side, 3 
When Dolly ſeiz d the Stocking of the. Bride, 

Curious to know, yet almoſt dead with Te 8 5 ＋ 
| Left ſhe ſhould live a Maid another. Year. 4 
To Hymen then th impatient Virgin pray'd, 
Enelt at their Feet, and | url'd it o'er her Head, * 
Tranſported at the lucky Sign, ſhe roſe, 71 
| or, , it ſtruck the Bridegroomt's $ Roman Ae 
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| Now all, wet one bac, "vegin to move, 7 3 
Une illing longer! to diſturb their 8 
Hence too, my Muſe, the baſhful Muſe retires, - 

And leayes the Couple t. to their warm Defires. 3 
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„ NewYuans ODE. 
Thats egregu Chris | 
Cc Alpi Aeterere i ingen i 
2 Rrcrrarivz. M vo f — 
1 D Batlle-array, big with > TR is fled, 4 } 
4 And Oliie-robe'd Peace: again lftsi up her Head. | 


1 Sing, ye Muſe, TokAcco the Bleſſing of Peace; 
= Was « ever a Nation ſo bleſſed as. this ? 


es AL 1 r 
* When Surmer Soo grow red with Haas, 1 
Topaco tempers Phabus”:Ire) > an” 
When Wiatry Storms around us ba a the 3, 
f  Topaco chears with gentle Fire. :| 5 197 00 = 
; YellowAutymn, youthful Spring, 4340. JN 
» In why raiſes Joy * F | 


| 0 uit of Golly Cibler, Eſq; "NY Ann. Mad. 1736. — 
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Like e Ceſar quis 2 irginian res, 
Fraught with Tonacco's balmy Street; 
Old Ocean trembles at Britannia s Pow ry 

And Boreas | is afraid to roar. | * I 
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TE. Mortal! 7, FP know: 
- Pleaſure which a Pros beſtows; | 


Curling Eddies climb the den : 9 7 4 | : 
e round 4 mie Perfume. 2 5 5 
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Let foreign Climes the Vine and Orage boaſt, 12 
While Waſtes of War deform the teening wg 
Britannia, diſtant from each hoſtile Sand, 

- Enjoys: a Pier, with Eaſe and Freedor, crown: 
Eb en reſtleſs F action finds itſelf moſt Mr 

Or ih a . A — to Oy” 
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1 Pharos of Tozacco. ©. 
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; Smiling Years, that gaily run, 3. fl," 

Round the Zodiac with the Sun, 
Tell, if ever you have ſeen beret 
Realms ſo quiet and ſerene. 

Britiſh Sons no longer now _ : 40 35082 
Furl the Bai, or twang the Bow, 20 77 oY 
Nor of Crimſon Combat think, | 
But ſecurely ſmoke _ drink. | 


0 H 0 R US. 
Smiling Tikes: that gaily run, 


Round the Zodiac with the Sun, 


Tell, if ever you have ſeen 
Realms ſo quiet and ſerene. 
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1; 0 T | 1 an i Lie of ee 8 bel, ] 
And bid the Vicar be my Gueſkr Wende 0 
Let all be plac'd i in Manner due, « cat 


A Pot, wherein to ſpit, or ſpue, - 1 2181 N70 
And London Jeurnal, and Free Briton, 4 
Of Uſe to light a Pipe or ſh=- on. e This 


| 


3 LO RE Fs of Tonacces. 


* This Village, unmoleſted yet 
By Troopers, ſhall be my Retreat 5 


Who cannot flatter, bribe, betray; 


Who cannot write or vote for oy 
Far from the Vermin of the Town, 


Here _ me ror live, my _— 


3 ta fee Obliricn Iallsthe Land; 
Of all, which at Vienna paſles, | 
As ignorant as — Braſs is: 


And ſcorning Raſcals to ey 


Extol the Days of good Queen Beſs. 


- 


RY 


When firſt Tobacco bleſt our _ 5 
| Then think of other Queens ——and fil, 


Come Jovial Pipe, and bring along 
Midnight, Revelry and Song; 


8 * merry Catch, . Madrigal, | : 


The Parſon S Pun, the ſmutty rue 
Of Country Juſtice, o'er his Ale. 


. if undone, can go, 
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I ask not what the French are doing, #2 
Or Spain to compaſs cps Ruin: $24 


Where  Tonacos loves t to e. 22 
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Praiſe of TOBACCO. 


An barrariox of the STYLE * 


AlzxaxpER Pops, Eſqʒ o Dr. Youxs, 
AuzROoSR Phil irs, Eſq; & Mr. Tnousox. 


WITH 
BoLlinGBROKE, 
LOND O N. 


Printed for E. Cuxr, at Pope's Head, in Roſes .. 
. Co vent-Garden. 17 | 
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Four Modern Po ETS, Pi. 


ODE, on the fame Subject, to Lord * 
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An Terr aION of the STYLE 
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Avro PurL IPs, Eſq; * 


— 


<4 [INS RETTY Tube of wighty Power, 
þ. Charmer of an idle Hour, 

gz Objc& of my hot Defire, 

. Lips of Wax and Eye of Fire, 

And thy ſnowy taper Waiſt, 

With my Finger gently brac d, 12 

* See his Verſes on Miſs Carter; 15 
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S "ap th Praiſ 7 1 Te 0 BA c IT 850 9 
And BE lovely ſwelling creſt, * 
With my bended Stopper pre M 

And'the ſweeteſt Bliſs of Bliſſes, 


Breathing from thy balmy Kiſſes: 


| Happy thrice: and thrice agen, 

| Happieſt he of happy Men, 

iq Who when agen the Night returns, 

5 When agen the Taper burns. 2 8 


When agen the Cricket's: gay, 5 
(Little Cricket full of Play) . 


Can afford his T ube to feed _ 

With the fragrant Indian Weed, oo 
_ Pleaſure for a Noſe divine, i 

Incenſe of the God of Wine, 

Happy thrice and thrice agen, 


Happieſt he of happy Men. 


An ImitaTtioN of 
Mr: THoMSONS Style. * 


* hou, matur'd by glad Heſperian Subs; 
Tobacco ! Fountain pure of limpid Truth, ; 
That look'ſt the very Soul: whence pouring Thought 
Swarms all the Mind, abſorpt is yellow Care, 0 
And at each Puff Imagination burns. 
Flaſh on thy Bard, and with exalted Fires 
Touch the myſterious Lip that chaunts thy Praiſe, | 
In Strains to mortal Sons of Earth unknown; 
Behold an Engine wrought from tawny Mines 
Of ductile Clay with plaſtic Virtue form'd 
And glaz'd magnific o'er; I graſp, I fill, 
From Pætot hebe, + with pungent Pow'rs perfum'd, 
It felf one Tortoiſe all, where lives imbibd 
Each parent Ray, then rudely ram'd illume 
With the red Touch of Zeal-enkindling Sheet, 
Mark d with Gihſouian Lore, ( forth iſſue Clouds 0 
Thought-thrilling, Thirſt-inciting Clouds around 
And wing: Fires; I, all the while 


1 2 TLolligg 
* See bis 3 + His Tozacco-Box, 6 Hight, Paſt'ral Letter. . hang 


6 In Praiſe of Tos acco. 
Lolling at Eaſe, inhale the breezy Balm; 
But chief when Bacchus wont with thee to join 
In genial Strife, and Orthodoxal-Ale 
Stream Life and Joy into the Muſes Bowl. 
| O! be thou Rill my great Inſpirer, thou 
My Muſe, O! fan me with thy Zephyrs boon, 
| Whilſt], in clouded Faberndcle 1 
= Burſt forth all Oracle and myſtic Song, 


III. 
Mk IniTaTION . 
Dr. Youne's Style. * 


R ITICS avaunt! 7 obacco is my Theme ! 

Tremble like Hornets at the blaſting Steam; 
And you, Court-Inſects, flutter not too near 
Its Light, nor buz within the ſcorching Sphere. 
6 Pollio, with Flame like thine, my Verſe inſpire, 
{ So ſhall the Muſe from Smoke elicit Fire. 
Coxcombs prefer the tickling Sting of Snuff, 
Vet all their Claim to Wiſdom'is —— a — 


Lord Fopling ſmokes not, for his Teeth afraid, 


Sir Taudry ſmokes not —— for he wears Brockde. 


* See The UxivzasAL Passtox. 
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Ladies, 


In Praiſe of Tonacco 7 
Ladies, when Pipes are brought, affect to ſwoon, . 
| They love no Smoke, except the Smoke of Town, 
But Courtiers hate the puffing Tribe — no matter, 
Strange, if they lov'd the Breath that cannot gs 
The tainted Templar (more prodigious yet) 
Rails at Tobacco tho' it makes him _ 
Citrona, vows it has an odious Stink, 42 
She will not Smoke (ye Gods!) but ſhe will Drink. 
And chaſte Prudella (blame her if you can) 
Says Pipes are us d by that vile Creature, Man. 
Yet Crouds remain, who ſtill its Worth proclaim, 
While ſome for Pleaſure Smoke, and ſome for Fame; 3 
Fame, of our Actions univerſal Spring, 
1 which we Drink * Sleep, . ev * y thing: 


Mos i 
An IMITATION of 


Mr. POE 8 Style. * 


LEST Leaf, whit aromatic Cales diſpenſe - 
To Templars Modeſty; ; to Parſons, Senſe. 

(So raptur'd Prieſts, at fam'd Dodong's Shrine, 

Drink — from the Steam Divine) 

Poiſon | 


. , few Erxic EgisTL ue, - 


8 1 Praiſe of To DAO. 
Poiſon that cures, a Vapour that affords '—_ 
Content more folid than the Smile of Lord, 
Reft to the Weary, to the Hungry, Food ; 
The laft kind Refuge of the Wiſe and Good. 
Inſpir'd by thee, dull Cits adjuft the Scale 
Of Europe's Peace, when other Stateſmen fail; - 
By thee protected, and thy Siſter Beer, 

Poets rejoyce, nor think the Bayliff near : 

Nor leſs the Critic owns thy genial Aid, 
While Supperleſs he plies the pidling Trade. 
What tho! to Love and ſoft Delight a Foe, 

By Ladies hated, hated by the Beau; 

Yet ſocial Freedom, long to Courts unknown, 
Fair Health, fair Truth and Virtue are thy Own. 
Come to thy Poet, come with healing Wings, 

8 And let me taſte thee, Unexcis d by Kings. 
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Henry St. John Eſq; 
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LATIN and ENGLISH. 
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. E. Unt, 


0. 0. 0. Grö. oa. 23. 1710. 
3 Ccording to my Promiſe I have 
OD =; here ſent you the ODE, as 
Xe | Ae well tranſlated as the Piece 
Þ of 0 ED 7H would bear; it being of ſuch 
a2 Nature, that many of the 
ee of the Original muſt be loſt by 
the beſt T ranſlation in Engliſh: It was 
Mr. PHILIPs's peculiat Talent to be very 
grave and ſerious on 3 and to treat 
the moſt ludicrous Subjects in a pompous 

ſolemn Manner. Tho he A his Readers 
more Satisfaction by his ſerious Mirth and 
| Raillery than any other Author cou d by 
I the fineſt Turns and Strokes of Wit. D. 
Swirr, Dr. Kin, and Himſelf, have ſuc- 
ended beſt in this kind of Writing, which 
they have all borrowed from vn s Man- 
ner of Deſcribing the O Hammy of Bz Es. 
KK Suchas it is, 1 hop e You and the World i 
will pardon; wich is the utmoſt N carr 


expect from either. 1133 1611 
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I an, Sir, 5 
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B 2 | | Tao, NEwcoMs, 


eur uricum F.. 2 Armig 
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= Qui recils finibus Indicis 

Benignus Herbe, das mihi Gvitem 


Faurire ſuccu m, & ſuayeolentes 


. 


57 E sep Tubis iterare fumos ; 3 


hs 
Ovi i olus acri reſpicis aſperum | 
Siti palatu m, prolui is & Mero, bin 


Dulcem elaborant cui faporem 


| Heſperii pretiümque, Soles: 
3 IIb Ecquid 


* 


n 


8 ; 
e 
. ; 0 


Hen) $. John: Eſq: 


1. 
9 d Thou from low J fruitful Sole... 3 
$ Whodoſt that ſov'raign Herb preparez aY 


tem N 2 r b 55 In whoſe rich Fumes I loſe the Toil 
ntes 70002 Of Life, and ev'ry anxious Care: 
While from the fragrant li ghted, Bole, 
I fuck zew Life into my Soul: 
. 


Tnou, only Tnou ! art kind to view 
The parching Flames which I ſuſtain ; 
| That with cool Draughts Thy Casks ſubdue 
And waſh away the thirſty Pain, 
With Wines, whoſe Strength and Taſte we epr ize, 
From Latian dung and nearer Skies. * 


III. o: 


b AS 
S » 


Juid | Fer * 'Tonacco, 


1 

Ecquid 1 reponam munefis omnium 
Exors bogorum? Prome reconditu my 
Pimplza, Carmen, defideſque 


Ad numeros, age, tende chordas. 


IV. 

= Ferri ſecundo 1 mens avet impetu, By 

; Qua- Cygniformes per liquidum =thera, 

| Te, Diva, vim præbente, Vates MP 


Explicuit Venuſinus alas: :; 


V. 5 

| | Solers modorum, ſeu Puerum, Tun. 5 
| Cum Matre flava, ſeu caneret Roſas * | 
Et Vina, Cyrrhæis Hetruſcum +4 ere | m 75 
Rite beans Equitem fub antris. 


Sin. 


In Praiſe,of Tangeco. 


III. 
O! ſay, to bleſs thy pious Loye, 


What Vows, what Off rings ſhall I bring * 


Since I can ſpare, and Thou approye 
No other Gift, O! hear me ſing ! 1 


In Numbers Phebus does inſpire, 0 


1 
7 
— * * . 
7 . 
0 CY 
* * 


Who ſtrings for Thee the charming Lyre. 


I. 
Aloft, above the liquid Sky, | ws 
I ſtretch my Wing, and fain would go 


And ſoaring, left the Clouds below; 
The Muſe invoking to indue 


x: 


; Whether he ſings great Bzavry' $ Praiſe, 

| Love's gentle "Pain, or tender Woes ; 

Or ehuſe, the Subject of his Lays, | 

The bluſhing Grape, or blooming Roſe; 3 
Or near cool CTRRHA's rocky Springs 
MEZCENAS liſtens while He fings, 


At 


Where Rome's (get. Swan did whilom fly; 104815 


With Strength, his Pinions, 4 flew, 


VI, Yet 


16 


At 


Affluxit illi; 


VI. 
non Lyæi vis generoſior 


ſepe licet cadum 


Jactet Falernum, ſepe Chiz 


M.unera, lætitiamque teſtz. 


VII 


Patronus illi non fuit Artium 


| Celebriorum ; ſed nec amantior, 


Nec charus æquè. 


Flamma ſubit, tacitoſque ſenſus 


VIII. 


Is P of Mee 


O1 quæ medullas 


/ 


Pertentat, ut Teque & Tua munera, 


Gratus recordor, Mercurialium 


Princeps Virorum & ipſe Muſæ 
auler, & uſque colende Muſis! | 


IX Sed 


Yet 


d 


Tho all FAL ERNUM's purple Coaſt, 
Flow'd in each Glaſs, to lend Him Fire: 33 


In Praiſe 77 Tos AC CO. 
VI. 
Yet He, no nobler Draught could boaſt, 
His Muſe, or Muſick to inſpire, 


And on his T ables us'd to ſmile 
The Vintage of rich CHIO's Ifle. 


VII. 


MA C ENA deign'd to hear his Songs, 
| His Muſe extoll'd, his Voice approy'd - 
To Tar: a fairer Fame belongs, | 


At once more pleaſing, more beloy'd, 


O! teach my Heart to bound its Flame, | 


As I record thy Loye and Fame. 


VIII. 


Teach me the Paſſion to reſtrain, 


As I my grateful Homage bring; 


And laſt in PHOEBUS' humble Train 


The firſt and brighteſt Genius ſing. 


The Muſes Fayourite pleas'd to live, 


Paying them back the Fame they giye. 


17 


IX. But 


18 In Praiſe of iT o ACCO. 


1. 

Sed me minantem grandia deficit . 2 
Receptus gre ſiritus, ilia LS ASE i Br 
Dum pulfat ; ima, ac inquietum ; 3 

Tuſſi agens ſine more pectus, 
X. / 
Fa 


Alte petito quaſſat anhelitu; - 

Funeſta plane, ni mihi balſamum 1 
Diſtillet in venas, Tuæque 
Lenis opem ferat hauſtus Uvæ. - 


IX. 
Hane ante parcis ; & T ibi poculis Hens 9 
Libo ſalutem; quin precor, Optima Nou 
"Ut uſque Conjux ſoſpitetur. | "mM | 
Perpetuo recreans amore — 


5 — „ 


In Praiſe of Topacco. 19 


IX. 
But, O! : as greatly I aſpire 
| To tell my Love, to ſpeak thy Praiſe, 
Boaſting no more its ſprightly Fire, 
My Boſom heaves, my Voice decays; | 
With Pain I touch the mournful String, 
And pant and languiſh as I ſing. 


Xx. 

Faint Nature now demands that Breath, 

| That feebly ſtrives thy Worth to fing! 

And would be huſh'd and loſt in Death, 

Did not thy Care kind Succours bring! 
Thy pitying Cask my Soul ſuſtain, 
And call new Life in every Vein. 


; XI. 
| | The ſober Glaſs I now behold, 
Thy Health, with fair FRANCI SCA join, 
! Wiſhing her Cheeks may long unfold _ | 
Such Beauties, and be ever Thine; 
No Chance the tender Joy remove, 
While She can pleaſe, and Thou canſt love. 
= XII. Thus, 


20 In Praiſe of Toya eco, 


1 
Te confulentem Militiz ſuper _ 9 
Rebus Togatum. Matte! Tori dec Th 


8 , 
Formoſa, cui Pranciſca ceſſit, 


Crine placens, niveoque Collo | 


XIII 
"x +0 
Quam Gratiarum cura decentium r | 
O! O! labellis cui Venus infidet Ne 
Tu forte felix; me Maria is a 
Macerat ah miſerum I) videndo: 1 
xIV. 7 
Maria, quæ me fidereo T . 
HK vir Wm 
Obliqua vultu per medium j Jecur | Ti 


Trajecit, atque excuſſit omnes 


Protinus ex animo Puellas. 
| | 8 - * 


anc 


| InP raiſe of Ton ac oo. 


I. 
Thus while by You the Britiſpb Arms 
Triumphs and diftant Fame purfae ; « 
The yielding FA ix reſigns her Charms, 

And gives you leave to conquer too; 
Her ſnowy Neck, Her Breaft, Her mag 
And all the Nymph becomes your Prize. 
XIII. 

What comely Grace, what Beauty ſmiles, 

Upon her Lips what Sweetneſs dwells ? 

Not Love himſelf fo oft beguiles, 

Nor VENUS ſelf fo much excells ; 


What different Fates our Paſſions ſhare, 
While you enjoy, and I deſpair ? 


* MAR 14's Form as I ſurvey, 


Her Smiles a thouſand Wounds i imparts 5 


Each Feature ſteals my Soul away, 


Each Glance depri ves me of my Heart, 
And chaſing thence each other Fair, 
Leaves her own Image only, there, 

! XV. Altho* 


| Call. 6 Mrs. . Meerg, OR of Dr. Meers, Princi pal of Brazen- -Noſe 


22 In Praiſe of To BAC. : k 


Hanc, ulla mentis ſpe mihi mutuæ 
Utcunque deſit, nocte, die vigil ret 
Suſpiro; nec jam Vina ſomnos „ 


Nec revocant, tua Dona, Fumi. 
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= Praiſe of Tas acco. _ 
N 
Altho' my anxious Breaſt deſpair, 
And ſighing, hopes no kind Return z 
Yet for the loy'd relentleſs Fair 
By Night I wake, by Day I burn. 


Nor can thy Gifts ſoft Sleep ſupply, 
Or ſooth my Pains, or cloſe my Eye. 
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